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which is inhabited, the two hundred and fifty natives, all that
remain of the population, having been gathered together here
in order to secure the safety of the livestock, to which the rest
of the island is devoted. The yacht was soon surrounded by six
or seven boat-loads of natives, clad in nondescript European
garments, but wearing a head-covering of native straw, somewhat
resembling in appearance the high hat of civilisation (fig. 83).

The Manager, Mr.. Edmunds, shortly appeared, and to our
relief, for we had not been sure how he would view such an
invasion, gave us a very kind welcome. He is English, and was,
to all intent, at the time of our arrival, the only white man on the
island; a French carpenter, who lived at Hanga Roa with a native
wife, being always included in the village community. His house
is at Mataveri (fig. 25), a spot about two miles to the south of
the village, surrounded by modern plantations which are almost
the only trees on the island; immediately behind it rises the
swelling mass of the volcano Rano Kao, The first meal on
Easter Island, taken here with Mr. Edmunds, remains a lasting
memory. It was a large plain room with uncarpeted floor,
scrupulously orderly; a dinner table^ a few chairs, and two small
book-cases formed the whole furniture. The door on to the
veranda was open, for the night was hot, and the roar of breakers
could be heard on the beach; while near at hand conversation
was accompanied by a never-ceasing drone of mosquitoes. The
light of the unshaded lamp was reflected from the clean rough-
dried cloth of the table round which we sat, and lit up our host's
features, the keen brown face of a man who had lived for some
thirty years or more, most of it in the open air and under a
tropical sun. He was telling us of events which one hardly
thought existed outside magazines and books of adventure, but
doing it so quietly that, with closed eyes, it might have been
fancied that the entertainment was at some London restaurant,
and we were still at the stage of discussing the latest play.

" This house/' said our host " was built some fifty years ago
by Bornier, who was the first to exploit the island. He,was
murdered by the natives: they seized the moment when he was
3escenclin& from a ladder; one spoke to him and another struck
him down. They buried him on the hillock near the cliff just
outside the plantation; you will see his grave, twhen the grass
fe not so long; it is marked by a circle of stones, A French